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Trifles about Topics. 

Topic I.—Her Majesty astonished the people at Nice by driving 
out amid pouring rain. 

Topic II.—A Lambeth missionary insists on entering the work- 
house laundry and praying with the paupers whi they are busy 
at the wash-tub. 

Topic III.—‘ We are not,”* quoth the Daily Comical, “ arguing 
as pro-Greek or pro-Cretan partisans.” 


Topic IV.—A poetical effusion “left behind’’ by a South 
Hornsey burglar has gone the rounds of the Press. 


I.—DETERMINED, NOT CROSS! 


Philologists fought over Kwaaje Vrouw, 
And a number of meanings they gave it; 
But we people at Nice know its meaning now, 
And your kindly concurrence-—we crave it. 
In the fast-driving rain, with her fast-trotting ‘ hoss,’ 
Drives Victoria forth : et diluviwm, quod nos 
Fills with fretfulness, makes not Her Majesty cross, 
But serenely DETERMINED to brave it ! 


II.— HIS SOAPFUL VIEW OF IT, 


This strenuous seeker of converts can claim 
A most cogent and capital reason 

For thinking the soul of the workhouse dame 
May be saved at the scrubadub season. 

To sprinkle upon her the waters of grace 
He has less opportunity, scope less, 

Upon other occasions ; for, truly, her case, 
When she’s not in the laundry, is SOAPLESS. 


III.—PRO-CRETAN PROCRUSTEANISM. 


And think ye we breathed a pro-Cretan breath : 
Nay, cur words of short-tempered wildness 
Were such that, if need be, our shibboleth 
Can be stretched to long lengths of mildness. 
Blow the winds of aggression or high or low, 
Our organ shall stiil be a trusty ‘un. 
Our speeches pro-Cretan? No, no, not s0— 
Our speeches were merely pro-Crustean ! ! 


IV.—OUR POET TURNS BURGLAR, 


I’ve tried a long time to Fame’s temple to climb, 
As & minor—nay, minimum—poet, 

But none cares a dime for my rich-rolling rhyme, 
Though with ease off my chest I can throw it! 

Yet the verse left by Sikes in a crib he has cracked 
Gets a wide circulation: so henceforth I’ll act 

As a bard who breaks open bard doors— for the same 
Gets the portal unbarred of the Temple of Fame! 
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Spring-Cleaning. 


SPRING-CLEANING is enough to make a man “kick the bucket.’’ 
Of course, he does kick the bucket thet is invariably left on the 
stairs, and barks his shins, and then kicks upa shindy; but I mean 
dye, though he may feel ‘ off colour.” 

I never was, so to say, “ out of the hunt,’’ and I am not now, for 
Mrs. P. and our maid Anna hunt me from room to room ; in fact, 
there doesn’t seem room for me in the house. Anna is, indeed, a 
hunter, or rather huntress; and the other day, half in fun, half in 
anger, I took up my revolver, pointed it at her, and exclaimed : 
* Di(e),an(n)a! for hunting me like this!"’ But the joke didn’t 
‘go off” (Anna’s not worth an anna; can't see a joke), neither did 
the revolver, for it wasn’t loaded ; if it had been it would have been 
a load on my mind, supposing I had shot Anna, and then found 
that she was in-Auna-mate. 

Spring-cleaning, paradoxical as it may sound, is a ‘dirty trick” 
to play on any man; it was simply instituted to pay off all the old 
scores that a woman may owe her husband during the year; she 
remembers many a “ brush’”’ she has had with him, so gives him a 
taste of broom, mop, dustpan, bucket, eto, 

Soap is all very well in its way, but I don’t like it in my way, as 
it is when a slippery lump is placed on the stairs. I don't mind a 
flight of stairs, but I object to a personal flight down the stairs, 
landing at the bottom, and “ feeling ali at sea’’; it makes me a 
‘‘ vessel of wrath,” and a perfect wreck. Port—liquid—is what I 
steer for in such a case, and my face is soon rudd(ijer than the 
cherry. 

Why should this epidemic of cleanliness break out in spring? 
Let me point out how incongruous it is: Spring is the * youngest 
season of the year’’; now the young—at any rate, human young 
are not partial to soap-and-water; they revel in dirt, and mud- 
pies, and I consider it is cruel to deprive young spring of its share 
of dirt; it wants ‘‘something to play with,” for ‘tis but a child. 
Of course, summer is mature, and old enough to wash its hands 
and face at proper periods, and have a bath when necessary ; so, 
I say, wait until summer (I am always away from home in 
summer !) before having a general—servant—see ?—‘‘clean up.”’ 

I argued all this out to Mrs. Punster. Mrs. P. is not a woman 
to argue. She stabbed me “ below the belt” with a broom handle, 
threw a pail of water over me, and told Anna to brush my head 
dry with a mop. 

I must say that Anna has one very bad point—she is strictly 
obedient! So she, I may call it, “spring-cleaned” me, and I 


didn’t like it! 


Forward but not too Fast. 


Tue Moderates in the London County Council have shown their 
wisdom in again selecting Karl Onslow as their leader. For 
another year only they are to follow on slow, 

No contributions can be returne J 
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A PERFECT WRETCH. 


_Smith.—“ Hullo, Brown, what's this; out shopping without the missus—or taking a 
holiday ?”’ 
Brown.—‘ Both; both, my boy. The missus is fixed in the house with a bad cold, so 
I do the shopping and take a jioliday at the same time.” 


The True Tedium Vite. 


(A letter left by a suicide contained (says the Dispatch) these 
words: ‘ Life's a failure forme; my brain is gone.’’——The version 
in Monday's papers runs: “ Life is a failure for me; my train is 


AssuMING that Sunday's announcement is right, 
And that Monday’s announcement is wrong, 
We may fitly delight the compositor-wight 
With a slight panegyric in song. 
The compositor-loon has been called a buffoon 
Who forever makes errors tremendous, 
But the usage of ‘‘ train ’ in this sentence for “ brain”’ 
Shows a knowledge of nature stupendous ! 


Each mortal on earth, from the hour of his birth. 
Still is tenax dulcissime vite, 
And, when life we arraign as a failure, ‘tis plain 





That the cause of our gloom must be mighty. 





Balmy Spring! 


Get a muffler for my throat, 


Thickest socks that you can find, 


Bring my warmest overcoat, 


Then I’ll face the wintry wind !— 
It’s Balmy Spring! 


My! I’ve had an awful slip 


On ice smooth as window-pane ; 
Bruised my nose, and cut my lip; 


Glad to be indoors again! 


It’s Balmy Spring! 


Put the kettle on the fire, 


Then the whisky bottle draw, 


For I have but one desire, 





A 


nd that is to quickly thaw!— 


It’s Balmy Spring! 


Now some tallow for my nose, 
Mustard for my aching chest, 

Chilblain lotion for my toes, 
Then I’}l try to get some rest ! 

It’s Balmy Spring ! 


I’ve 


Gannot sbeak, let alone shoudt, 


dod such an awful dold! 


Why was I zo rashly bold 
As to e’er have ventured oudt 


Ir 


In Balmy Sping ? 


Japs and Steaks. 


is 


Government, a:xious to increase 
stature of its people, has decided to en- 
courage the eating of meat. Vegetarians 
will consider this rather a ‘‘ tall ’’ story, 
and will doubtless point to the High- 
landers who manage to add many inches 
to their stature on a diet mainly com- 
pounded of parritch, cheese, and onions, 
not omitting the inevitable whisky. 
are afraid the Japs will find that height 
a ‘ joint” affair. It would be 
more reasonable to encourage the con- 
sumption of game, as being likelier to 


is not 


impart ‘“ highness ’’ to the consumer. 


Birds of Passage. 


reported that the Japanese 


the 


We 


(Mr. and Mrs. Bradley-Martin have 
set sail for England.—Daily Paper.. 


WE welcome each wealthy new-comer 
Who hails from Columbia’s shore— 
One swallow does not make a summer 
Is taught by proverbial lore ; 
And whether or not you may find 
That proverb is sanctioned by reason, 
Two Martins have made up their mind 
To make at least one London season ! 


NortH PoLe NansEN has taken to cycling. 
be familiar with the use of the wheel, but we should have thought 
to a man who knows so much about the Pole that punting woul 
have been a more suitable amusement. 


Of mischances and trials, in philtres and vials, 
The Fates many draughts for us mix ; 

3ut the dose must be strong, ere we heartily long 
To be Charonized over the Styx! 


gone.’”) Yet a time there occurs to us all, gentle sirs, 

f When that life is a “ frost”’ we agree ; 

And the printer has clearly defined it by merely 
Discarding a “‘b”’ for a “ t.”’ 

How we groan and repine o’er life’s hardships malign, 
When, perspiring and puffing and blowing, 

On the platform we dash, like a Réntgenese flash, 
And—observe our train’s tail-van outgoing ! 





He would naturally 
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‘A Musical ‘At Home.’”’ 
A FARCE IN SEVERAL “SCENES.” 


Dramatis Persone :— 


FN FEE SOO TT TET Cee ----. A Sultan. 
Great Britain .......2.. ) 
DORR nbs s ight eaesse's ; An Itinerant Concert, 
GerMany . ..cecesevees oo | slightly out of tune, 
AMAWEE 26 occcesceces coe] specially engaged to 
OS ee (Janene amuse the Sultan. 
Teale. cccccccvccves ieseeel 
GORGE. . va scvesoavexene .. An Organ Grinder. 

Mustapha, Ali Baba, Aladdin, and the Forty Thieves, the Sultan's 
r attendants. 


Scene.—Yildiz Kiosk. 

(Curtain rises and discovers Sultan surrounded by his attendants 
waiting for the Concert to arrive.) 

Abdul.—“ And they will be here shortly ?”’ 

Mustapha.—‘ They are already on the way—ah—they come, they 
come! ” _ . 

(A sound of quarrelling is heard “off.” Bad language in several 
languages floats in at the open casement. Abdul smiles joyfully.) 

Atdul (rubbing his hands cheerfully).—‘* They are in good form, 
Mustapha; they are in excellent form. We shall be very much 
amused. We will make a night of it, Mustapha; in the words of 
Sir Walter Scott, ‘What a night, oh, what a night!’ we shall 
have.’ 

(Enter the Concert glaring at each other viciously.) 

Abdul.—“ Delighted to see you, gentlemen ; delighted! Your 
charming music, and those lovely “airs '’ you give yourselves, are 
really too delicious.’’ 

(The Concert take no notice of him, but continue their quarrel. 
Abdul winks at Mustapha, and Mustapha winks at Abdul.) 

Britain.—‘‘ A dead march is my idea, played briskly, with muftled 


drums in it——’ 

Russia.—‘‘ And I say a love song, ‘Do not Forget Me,’ or ‘ The 
Last Waltz,’ or something of that kind.” 

Germany.—‘* Well, my idea is something original, something up- 
to-date, you know! This kind of thing——’’(hwms air). 

Italy.—‘* Oh, I shouldn’t like that at all. I never did care for 
German music, never. And I never shall.” 

Germany.— Very well, then! Have it your own way! 
shall offer no more suggestions.” (Sulks.) ; 

France.—‘‘ For my part, I imagine that something between a 
dead march and light dance music would do him most good. 
Say a Gounod waltz tune with muffled drum effects. How does 
that strike you ?”’ 

Austria.—* Can’t say that I am much on mufiled drums myself. 
Why not run over “ All’s Well,” it would be easy and appropriate? ”’ 

Britain.—‘* My dear fellow, ‘ All’s Well,’ would be out of place. 
Think of Exeter Hall, think of Gladstone, think of any number you 
like~ no, no, I really must insist upon a muffled drum, just a little 
drum, not too muffled, you know, but just muffled enough!” 

Ttaly.—** What do you think of this idea? Let each play his own 
fancy in his own way, and see how it sounds. I should think, 
myself, that the effect would impress him! ” 

F’'rance.—‘‘ That’s not a bad idea at all. 

(They try it.) 

Abdul (to Mustapha).—* Love'y, ain’t it? ”’ 

Mustapha.—“ Charming, charming! ”' 

Abdul.— So Oriental, ain’t it ?”’ 

Mustapha.—‘ Very Oriental, indeed! "’ 
_ (Sound of a piano-organ heard “ off.” 
dead stop.) t, 

Abdul.— Send him away, Mustapha, send him away.” — 

(Mustapha goes to casement and signs to organist to retire.) — 
Germany.—* This is too bad. KHeally this is too bad. Getting 

on so nicely, too, as we were. I shall godown and kil] him, I shall, 
indeed!” 

(Mustapha comes from window. Piano-organ plays on.) 
Abdul.—* Who is he? What does he say?’”’ 
Mustapha.—* Greece, that’s who he is, Greece. 

won't go away.” , 
Abdul (angrily).—Greece! Bismillah! Greece! Sack him, 
Mustapha, sack him! Bowstring him! Chuck him in the Bos- 
Phorous! Greece, indeed! ”’ } 
Germany.— Greece! LeaveJhim to me, leave him tome! I'll 
give him Greece!” 
Russia.—‘ How dare he disturb us, how dare he? 


But I 


Let’s try it.” 


The Concert comes to a 





And he says he 








eee — : ee ne 





Britain.— Pardon me, I know him. Allow me. Old friend of 
mine. Let me persuade him.” 

_ _ (Britain goes to window and expostulates.) 

Britain.—“ Hi, there, hi. Can't have that, you know. Sick 
man on the premises. Eh, what? No, no; go away. What? 
Can’t go away? Nonsense, you must go away! What? Want 
Crete! Hush, don’t talk so loud. Presently ; can't have it to- 
day. Oh-h!” 

(Britain comes from window.) 
Russia.—‘‘ Well!” | 
Britain.—* Well, it's like this. He’s been sent. 

he mustn’t go away unless he gets Crete.” 

Austria.—“ What? Crete! Nonsense, he must go away.” 

Germany.—“ Of course, he must.” 

Russia.— If he doesn’t go away I shall be very, very angry with 
him. I shall give him a good hard knock.” j 

France.—‘H’m. He's a very nice young fellow, you know. We 
mustn't be rash.”’ 

Italy.—‘‘ True, true; he’s a friend of mine, too.” 

Germany.—* Oh, you be—— ”’ 


Italy.—** Eh?” 


And he says 


France.—* Allow me."’ 

(france goes to window.) 

France.— Hi, there, hi. Go away, now, do go away. Old man’s 
very ill. Can’t last long. Eh? That's what you think! Well, 
then, go away. Mustn’t? Nonsense, nonsense, of course you 
must. What? O-h-h!”’ 

(France leaves window. Piano-organ still heard.) 

Germany.—" Well! ”’ 


France.—-“* He says he can’t go away; declares that it’s as much 
as his life his worth—very nice young man, speaks politely and all 


that. But says he wants Crete, and won’t be happy till he 
gets it!”’ 

Russia.—‘* That be hanged for a tale. Can't have that, vou 
know. I shall go down and kill him.” 


‘* So shall I.” 
“In that case I leave the Concert.”’ 
Italy.—-‘‘ So do I.”’ 
F'rance.—‘ Couldn’t we—just to pacify him, you know 
we go on playing and drown the noise he is making." 
Britain.—“ That's it! Capitalidea! I wouldn't break up this 
Concert for worlds.”’ 
Austria.— Nor would I.”’ 
(Mustapha goes to window and comes back looking alarmed.) 
Mustapha.—*' He’s trying to get in by the back door." 
Abdul.—‘* What ? Coming in by my back door ! Bosphorus him ! 
Mustapha, Bosphorus him !”’ 
Britain.—* Stay, let us go down and surround him, before it is 
too late.”’ 
| All.—*‘ Hurrah !”’ 
| (Exit Concert tumultuously.) 
| 


Germany. 
Britain. 


ci uldn't 


Abdul.—‘ Go to the window, Mustapha; go to the window.,"’ 
(Mustapha goes.) 
Abdul.—“ Well ? ”’ 
Mustapha.—‘* They’ve surrounded him !"’ 
Abdul.—* Good business! "’ 
Mustapha.—‘ They are going to play.”’ 
Abdul.—“ Bismallah |! ”’ 


various National Anthems by the Concert and “If it 


(The 
wasn't for the Powers in Between" by the piano-organ are heard 
 off.") 

Abdul.—‘* Sweet, ain’t it ?”’ 


Mustapha.—‘ Very sweet.”’ 

Abdul.—** Devilish Oriental, ain't it? ”’ 

Mustapha. —‘“ Very much so, indeed.” 

(Abdul closes his eyes and listens enraptured.) 


(Curtain.) 


The South African Saint. 
Ir seems to us that, according to his evidence before the Com- 
mission, that most worthy man, Schreiner, spells his name wrongly. 
It should be Schriner, for he is certainly desirous of enshrining 
St. Kruger. 
= = So 


How it is Done in the Strand. 
Customer (a pal of the Waiter’s).—‘* What's the difference, Tom, 


between the roast fowl and the spring chicken? "’ 


Waiter.— There ain’t none.” | 
Customer.—** How do you make the spring chicken tren?” 


Waiter.—* Give ’em less and charge ‘em more.” 
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A REMINISCENCE OF LAST SATURDAY. 
Vendor of ** Favours.“ Now, then, you Hundergradooates, back yer Huniversities ! ” 
Convention or War ? We may have been patient till now— 
, But our patience you’ve proved has been Vain! 
CHAMBERLAIN :— Long suffering, too, you’ll allow— 


And you've treated our hopes with disdain. 
We were anxious to do you no hurt, 

For the Lion the Boer is no prey— 
But your speeches are growing so curt 

That our wrath is not easy to stay! 


PauL Kruoer, the time for delay 

And for daring reaction has passed ; 
Your way was an excellent way, 

But our patience you've tired at last. 
We have waited, but waited in vain ; 

You have promised, but nothing is done ; 





So perhaps I had better explain : : 
That your work must at once be begun. We've patiently hoped for the best— 
We have wished you, sir, nothing but good, 


We have watched for your promised reform For reward we’ve an impudent jest— 
And reactica is all we have seen ! And an insult as foolish as rude. 
You are daring the risk of a storm— So we feel that the time has gone by 
Against which you will find not a screen ! For diplomacy easy and suave— 

Do you dream, in your hour of need In future, sir, we shall rely 


That the German beside you will stand ? On words of strong meaning and grave. 


Believe me, you lean on a reed 


That will break as it pierces your hand! ; 
As we've been we intend to remain, 


We hear that you arm for the fray— The paramount Power out here— 
And, what fray? We are anxious to learn ! To hope to prevent us were vain, 

You're preparing for war, people say, And might cost you exceedingly dear ! 
Though for peace you most anxiously yearn ! The Convention we mean to uphold 

You are taking precautions, my friend, To the letter—I fancy, my friend, 
And your armaments daily increase— Before you abuse us and scold 

But still you repeat, that your end You had better consider the end. 
Is a blissful and innocent peace. 


Your burghers are crying, “ To arms!” Peace or War? Let that humble your pride! 
And with rumours the atmosphere’s filled— War or Peace, sir? we give you the choice. 
You are raising a storm with your “ charms” Is it war? ‘Tis for you to decide— 
Which by charms alone will not be stilled ! And we speak with no uncertain voice. 
You are recklessly sowing the wind Paul Kruger, the time for delay 
With your cunning, both simple and deep— And for daring reaction has passed— 
Believe me, Pau! Kruger, you'll find Your way was an excellent way— 
That you'll yet have the whirlwind to reap! B it we've had enough of it, at last ! 
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Piemmi dé ce 


TO SEE’ THAT IT IS ITS DUTY TO FULFIL 
CONNECTION WITH THE LONDON CONVENTION.” 

















CONVENTION OR WAR ? 


“MR. CHAMBERLAIN EXPRESSES THE HOPE THAT THE GOVERNMENT OF THE TRANSVAAL ‘WILL COME 
STRICTLY 
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THE OBLIGATIONS VOLUNTARILY ASSUMED IN 


DAILY PAPER. 
(For Cartoon Verses see page 132 ) 
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. Gone, alas! I fear, 
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The Adventures of Mr. Jeremiah 
Winklepnuff. 
No. 4.—“THE MYSTERY OF THE HANSOM CAB.” 


Gente Reaper! My declaration of independence is and gone. 
ever. All the way home “ Chap- 


man’s Hall of t,”” Amelia was silent, and I had time to men- 


tally rehearse my plea of justification. 


At breakfast next morning she listened, with an awful com- 
posure, to my ideas on “‘ Matrimonial Slaves,’ and when I finished, 
settled the whole thing in very few words. wae 

° ” I perorated, “ you will in future bear in mind that 
Lam a free agent, at liberty to go where, and do what, I please, 
That from this day forth I break the iron fetters of domesticity, 
and shall bold more communion with my native land and fellow 
men,” 

“ And women, too, Isuppose,” snapped Amelia. “' Jeremiah Winkle- 
puff,” she continued, “ twice in two days I’ve caught you ‘carrying- 
on’ before my very eyes. Ooce to & minx who serves in a 
common beer-house, and last night to a troop of immodest females 
behind the scenes of a low music-hall. In future, bear in mind 





that when you 
seek commu- 


aa nion with your 
a Mia | 2 | native land J 
wma, |f penennean, | am coming with 








you.” (Itis not 
wiee to make a 
declaration of 
independence 
upless you are 
sure of your 
own. integrity. 

I had secure 
quite the con- 
trary to what I 
intended, for 
the wayward 
girl was deaf to 
argument, and 
left the room, 
takiog my boots 
with her. I had 
wondered why 
she had evinced 
such tender re- 
gard for my 
‘pedal appen- 
dages,”’ as Tele- 
machus calls 
them. 

She returned 
in about half- 
an-hour fully 

equipped for 
walking. Throwing my boots at me, she said sternly, “‘ We are ready.” 

Sadly we went forth. Just outside we met Boffles—my next- 
door neighhour. 

He gave me a beery leer as he passed, and said, “ Hullo, old 
‘un! copped it again? Missus got you in tow this morning, eh?” 

Amelia sniffed, and said, ‘The low person,” leaving me for a 
moment alone. 

[ approached Boffles with thoughts of instant vengeance. 
Boffles ! who had first led me astray. 

He laughed, however, as I came up, and said, “I say, old Poffy. 
Take i into a crowded street and lose it. It’s the only way—I give 
sdb, — and he passed on, after giving me a playful (?) dig 

the ribs, 

I rejoined Amelia in a more cheerful state of mind, and before 
long &n opportunity occured to put Boffle’s plan into execution. 

Amelia met a friend, and the two commenced to elbow thei: way 
through an immense throng of ladies standing before a shop pro- 

ng the legend, ‘Gigantic sale now on.’ Here was m 
chance. A cabman accosted me. ‘Where to, sir?” he said. 
“Charing Cross," said I, scrambling in breathlessly ; and thus I 
evaded captivity. Furtively looking round as we repassed the shop, 
I caught a glimpse of Amelia gazing up anid down the street with 
& puzzled expression, and I chuckled. She saw me, and shouted 
for the man to stop. 

“Engaged, mum!" he said, as he whipped up his horse. 
(“ Engaged""—would to goodness he was married—and to Amelia.) 

I had secured my freedom, and commenced rolling from one side to 
the other and a. my feet with glee excessive—a voice said :— 

“D'yer! Stow it, mister, or you'll upset the bloomin’ keb.” 
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My “Deciaration or INDEPENDENCE,” 








Looking up I saw a face through a hole in the roof: the cabman 


had been observing my emotions of joy. 
It was a long 


- way to Charing 
pe Cross. So long 
that I begar to 
wonder what 


my little trip 
would cost me. 
The ’bus fare, I 
knew, was 4d., 
but, as this was 
imy first exper- 
ience of cab 
riding, I de- 
cided to give 
the man a ls., 
and let him 
give me _ the 
change out, so 
that I shouldn’t 
be swindled. 

I put my 
hand in my 
pocket for a 
shilling. Im- 
agine my hor- 
ror and sur- 
prise on finding 
I was destitute 

of money. I had not replenished my stock since I had been 
robbed last night. 1 alighted in fear and trembling. 

“‘ My good man,” I said to the driver, ‘thank you very much for 
the nice drive, but I fear I shall be compelled to pay you next time. 
I have left my money at home,” and I hurried away to hide my 
confusion. 

The cabman was lost in expletives. 

“ What the ——!” he said. ‘‘’Ere, ‘old my ’oss someone,” 
and, swinging himself from his seat, he caught me before I was 
twenty yards away. 

A large crowd of rude boys immediately came up. (Where do 
they all come from ?) NTA 

‘‘Hasn’t the old biffer saved up enough for his little outing?’- 
said one. ‘ 

“Oh, yes! ’’ said another, ‘ but he’s left his money box at home. 

The cabman said, ‘‘ What’s the little game: going in for the 
bilking stakes or what ?”’ ¢ 

I was about to reply, when a burly policeman pushed his way 
through the throng. ‘‘ What’s up?” he said. 

“Rot me, if I know!” said the cabman. ‘ He’s a hescaped 
loonatic, I think. He ’ires my cab at Acton to drive to Charing 
Cross, behaves all the way as if he was off his crumpet, with his 
hopping and jumping about and laughing ‘at nothing. Then he nips 
out and makes a clean bolt for it, after saying he’d pay me the 
eightpence next time. Lightpence! My fare’s four and a tanner, 
and not @ steever less.”’ 

The policeman turned to me. 

I gave him an account of my doings for the last three days. I 
told him of the way “ Baby,” the barmaid, had treated me, my 
adventures behind the scenes at the Hall of Delight, and my flight 
from my lawful spouse. I wept as I turned to leave the spot. 
But the policeman held me fast. He said— hig 

*T don’t know as how you're right, cabby, as to his being an 
escaped lunatic; he does look a bit dotty. Just tool us down to 
the yard.”’ 

With that he pushed me into the conveyance and the cabman 
drove off, with a muttered “‘ Just my luck.” 

At Scotland Yard —on the evidence of the policeman and 
cabman—they charged me, Jeremiah Winklepuff, with being 8 
“lunatic not under proper control.” The inspector on duty was 
the only one who seemed to have a proper idea of my individuality. 

He asked me ‘“‘ whether I was related to the Royal Family.’ 

“TI really could not for the moment,” I replied, ‘lay claim to 
that honour, but I knew the ‘ Winklepuffians’ had royal blood in 
their veins, so it was possible.”’ 

The end of it was, an officer was sent post-haste to ‘‘Melpomene 
Villa,” to fetch my wife, or someone to look after me. The 
message Amelia sent was, ‘“ Lock the old fool up for the night. It 
will do bim good.” uae? 

She must have afterwards relented, as in about four hours sue 
arrived at the station, accompanied by Boffles, who seemed to treat 
my incarceration as a huge joke. Amelia, however, was on ae 
dignity, and I was allowed to depart on her paying the cab hire an , 
incidental expenses. Mrs. Jeremiah merely remarked, “ My word! 
Just wait till I get you home!” 
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“ Dyer! Stow iT, MISTER, OR YOU'LL UPSET THE 
BLOOMIN’ KEB.” 
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By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Had an hour or two in Berlin to-day. At the 
British Embassy. Got a bazaar there in aid of the local 
Governesses’ Home. Very nice bazaar but much the same as 
usual—had, luckily, taken return ticket, or should not have been 
able to get home again. However, all for the good of the 
Governesses’ Home, Isuppose. Dined with the Locomotive Steam 
Engineers and Firemen’s Friendly Society at the Holborn. After 
which to Chelsea to hear some temperance oratory at the Council. 
Having heard some of Sir Wilfrid’s jokes, cameaway to think them 
over. Looked in at the first smoker At Home at the National 
Liberal Club. Found more smoke and cloudness than usual in that 
building. Plenty of talk going on, too, as behoves a political 
centre. 


HUMAN NATURE, 


Among the clouds, their views, with pride 
They canvass and declaim them, 

And criticise ‘‘ the other side ”"— 
And who desires to blame them ? 

This right each free-born Briton shares, 
No matter where he lodges, 

The right to freely puff his wares 
And smoke his rivals’ dodges. 


Thursday.—Trotted over to Melbury Road to have a happy look 
at Miss H. Thornycroft’s water colours, then off to Birmingham to 
see the Haymarket Company produce a gruesome play. After- 
wards took a peep in at the House of Lords to see how the Judges 
liked being ‘‘scrooged’’ up in inadequate space. They seemed 
rather unhappy, so I promised to see that they have better 
accommodation. (This has since been attended to.) Saw the 
‘“‘Bluecoat Boys’ discuss their frugal supper, and then hurried off 
to dine with the Westminster Orchestral Society at the Holborn. 
We telegraphed to Her Majesty our gratification at her being 
allowed so “long to reign over us,” which she was gracious 
enough to acknowledge. 


Friday.—Over to see Nansen decorated by M. Faure; down to 
see Manifesto win the Grand National; in to see the pictures (and 
people) at the Private View of the Royal Institute, and round to 
the Linen and Woollen Drapers’ dinner at the Cecil. 


Satwrday.—Had a very pleasant hour or two with Mr. F. W. 
Sturge’s pictures at Messrs. Graves’ Gallery. Up to the North after 
that to help Sir Arthur Arnold distribute the prizes of the Building 
Trades Exhibition at the Agricultural Hall; dined at the Café 
Monico with Sir Arthur Milner and a lot of other swells of all poli- 
tical shades. Pretty to hear them talking politics on tip-toe— 
except one who put his foot down pretty heavily. Dined also with 
the Devonians in London at the Hotel Cecil—where much 
“junketting ’—likewise with the German Society of Benevolence 
at Whitehall Rooms. I think 

“IT may say, 
With the philosopher, ‘I have dined to-day’!”’ 
After that assisted the Duchess of Westminster to distribute the 
ea of the Queen’s Westminster Volunteers at their drill ball 
uckingham Gate, 


Sunday.—Went round some studios. 


WE MUST DO 1T! 


Yes, up and down, and round we go, 
And murmur with persistence i 
(And “ quite too charming, don’t you know! ”’), 
Of “tone” and “ middle distance,” 











While dainty dames in satin, silk, 
And bow and feather flutter, 

We take the artists’ tea and milk 
And give him lots of butter. 


Mondey.—Went down to Sheffield to see some footballing 
looking at footballi—shouldn’t like to it!), My presence so 
encouraged English team that they beat Wales b Bo goals to 
none, After this, over to Nice to the Tntecantaal Regatta. 

resence not quite so successful this time. Britannia ran 
e away before anybody could punish me, and hid myself in 
Mr. Tooth’s Gallery for rest of the day. Was rewarded by nr 
some real good pictures. After that went to the meeting of the 
Grosvenor House Committee, and did what everybody else is doing 
—talked about Crete. Dined nowhere—had enough dinner yester- 
day to last for the present. 


Tuesday.—Went and helped the G.O.M. and family home. 
Sorry to say I was careless enough to let Mrs. G.O.M. slip. She 
bore it pluckily, and is, I hope, none the worse. Felt such an 
idiot! Dined with the Orphan Working School at the Metropole, 
also with the Needlemakers’ Company. Plucked up a bit after that. 
Very jolly dinner. 

AS MIGHT BE EXPECTED. 
The wines they were red and the spirits were high, 
The foods were the choicest in season, 
And the flow of the soul was accompanied by 
His well-known confrére feast of reason. 
The laughter was gay and the speeches were light 
The gold from our purses to wheedle, 
While wit was well-tempered and piercing and bright— 
As pointed, in short, as a needle. 
Tae SpPorrer. 
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A LATE ARRIVAL. 
“ Goodness grashus !—(hic)—’shope she's ashleep! ” 
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The Yashmak at the Shaftesbury is a music- 
hall olla podrida without much, except 
gorgeous mounting, to recommend it. It is 
the work of Mr. Cecil Raleigh and Mr. 
Seymour Hicks. There is an utter absence 
of fun and humour, and the dialogue is not 
delectable; the conversation and the lyrics 
are pointless and without grace. 
I should like to have told you the story but, 
after diligent search, I have been unable to 
ene find it. So far as I have been able to pick 
up pieces here and there, it concerns a Sultan of somewhere, who 
steals an English girl for his harem. More than that I have been 
unable to discover, but in any case it doesn’t matter at all. 
The cast contains many well-known names, but there is nothing 
of importance for anyone to do, eo there is no use giving you their 


names.. Mr. Lambelet’s music is merely so so. 
GOSSAMER. 


The Princess and the Butterfly, or the Fantastics, the latest 
comedy from the versatile genius of Arthur W. Pinero, and 
roduced on the 29th ult. at St. James’, is a social incident in 
igh life, long, very long, drawn out. It takes five acts to pourtray 
what could bo conveniently concentrated into less. The pith of 
this comedy is a constant cavilling and lamentation over the depar- 
ture of the days of youth and its distractions. There is not a tear, 
not a genuine bit of wholesome vulgarity in the whole of it. Plenty of 
laughter and polished cynical utterance, and yet the whole is 
interesting nth unaccompanied with the slightest feeling of 
weariness. Mr. George Alexander and Miss Julia Neilson take the 
eo parts, Sir George Lamorant and Princess Pannonia. 
e former is a well-dressed, well-groomed, handsome, intellectual 
man of 45 years; the latter is a widow and of the patriarchial 
e of 40, after 20 years of married life with an old man, to 
whom she says she was nothing more then nurse. These 
two range through the comedy, amidst brilliant surrouncings, 
sartorial and pci, ultimately marrying their respective 
affinities, who are enjoying the flood of youth’s heydey. The chief 
bit of real human nature displayed, and most consummately acted, 
is the occasion of the discovery by Zuliani, a young, beautiful girl, 
half Italian, half English, of the projected duel between Lamorant 
and Maxime. This scene is thrilling. The relations existing 
between Zuliani and Lamorant remind one of the Marshioness 
and Dick Swiveller. The latter was always checking off streets 
debarred from further ambulation on his part, and Lamorant dis- 
courses upon the tombstones of Bond Street and other localities. 
The former acknowledges her gratitude to and marries Lamorant. 
There ere some thirty characters engaged in this gorgeous comedy. 
Miss Fay Davis was waywardly winsome as Zuliani; Mis: Rose 
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Leclercq, an unapproachable Lady Ringstead ; Miss Granville, an 
excellent Mrs. St. Roche; Mr. H. V. Esmond, a gay and cheerful 
elderly party defying age; and Mr. H. B. Irving, a passionate and 
devoted lover. The tcenery is most sumptuously appointed and 
the dresses are marvels of beauty and faultless workmanship. 
Mr. Slaughter's selection of music is commendable, and perfectly 
rendered by the orchestra he commands. The Princess and the 
Butterfly will undoubtedly attain unto prominent notoriety, and be 
considered one of the seacon’s chief dramatic attractions. 


My Friend the Prince, at the Garrick Theatre, has achieved 
an enduring success, and Mr. Brickwell, the lessee, intends to seize 
the opportunity of paying a long-promised visit to America, where 
he will combine business with pleasure. Mr. Brickwell hopes to 
sail about the third week of the current month. 


The 100th representation of the racing sketch, Over the Sticks, 
at the Oxford, was performed on the 30th ult. 


The 36th orchestral concert of the Westminster Orchestral 
Society took place on the 31st ult. Miss Jessie King sang Goring 
Thomas’, ‘A Summer Night,” pleasingly. Her rendering of “ Still 
wie die nacht ’’ and Somervell’s “‘ Shepherd’s Love Song,”’ which is 
pretty, were much appreciated. Mr. Walter Macfarren’s overture 
to ‘‘ Othelio”’ is very descriptive, and the orchestra, conducted by 
the composer, is deserving of great praise for an efficient rendering 
of this work. Max Bruch’s concerto for violin and orchestra was 
good, the adagio containing some thrilling passages. M. Duloup 
played with deep feeling and expression. Schubert’s overture, 
‘Alfonso and Estrella,’’ concluded a very creditable evening’s 
performance. 


The Royal Botanic Society held its usual spring floral exhibition 
last Wednesday, and awarded the silver medal to Messrs. Laing 
and Sons. The smaller medal was awarded to Mr. Cutbush, of 
Highgate, and Mr. B. S. Williams, of Holloway. The daffodils 
were very beautiful and of infinite variety; as to these Messrs. 
Barr and Son and Messrs. Veitch and Son divided the honours. 
Mr. Pestridge, of Brentford, exhibited lovely Cyclameus, which 
gained distinction. Messrs. Paul and Son’s camellias, Mr. Ware’s 
herbaceous plants, the Hon. Legge’s Chinese primulas, the Hon. 
W. F. D. Smith's Amaryllidz, and Mr. Rumsey’s roses made up a 
bright and appreciable show. 


The private view 0‘ Mr. Tom Simpson’s exhibition of ‘‘shorthand”’ 
water-colour sketches, including subjects in and around greater 
London, Essex, and parts of the Sussex Coast, will take place on 
Wednesday next, at the Gallery, 175, New Bond Street, and the 
exhibition will open to the public on the 8th inst. 


The Association for the Harmonious Development of Faculties 
has favoured the reading world with their second pamphlet. The 
Association has progressed from Common-Sense Ethics, ‘“ which 
was its first,” as Mrs. Gamp might remark, to ‘ Confucius.” 
Quite polite and deferential on the part of the Association towards 
common sense, a virtue largely, if not entirely, embraced by 
Confucius. We find nothing in the Doctrine of Confucius that is 
new, or alleviates the weariness of the flesh. ‘‘ When,” says 
Confucius, ‘I have shown a pupil one corner and he is unable to 
discover the other three, I do not repeat my lesson.”’ The puff of 
the pastrycook possesses, in this country, but three corners, and 
it may be inferred that the other hollow mockery, the Chinese 
puff, was of grosser dimensioz.s. 
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Comparisons are Odious. 


Hon. Miss Vi.— What a charming umbrella-holder that is of 
yours, dear.” 

Lady Di.—* Are you alluding to my husband, desr, or that 
Japanese thing out in the hall ?” 
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APE RIA . The Penultimate Miracle. 
§ f é aveleataye =, .— [Professor Friedrich, of Vienna, credits the X-rays with the 


capability of deciding whether a person is really dead or not. } 


Since Réatgen first made us all thunderstruck, 
Booming his X-rays so gaily, 
We have been by new wonder on wonder struck 
Monthly—nay, weekly—nay, daily |] 
Fresh rays-deeds that dazed us 
Were poured on us fast, 
Till the rays which amazed us 
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UA a ; : Were stated at last — 
| nd THE Radicals continue to praise To be able to show if the spirit had fled 
f Prince George of Greece dis-Cretely, From the framework, or no, of the seemingly dead! 


) \ but Dr. Jim they cease not to upRaid. 

| me * * * 

7s... + The Beckenham Urban District Coun- 
| 


When this tale gets the stamp of veracity, 
We hope that the X-rays not slowly 
Will develop one further capacity, 
And then we'll be satisfied wholly ! 
When some friend whom we've loved 
Seems bereft of heart's action, 
And the X-rays have proved 
To our full satisfaction 
That the life-throb in truth from bis pulses has fled, 
| Will those rays kindly “ rays" him again from the dead ? 


i \ 'cil—arrogating Parliamentary powers— 
Vhas, if you please, passed a resolution 
requiring every cyclist to register his 
machine and carry a legible number. 

The Councillors evidently do not want 





cyclists in their neighbourhood. At 
ak ero t at any rate, they do not beckon’em very 





\] enticingly. 





After the latest revelations the Parisians should style the de- 


! Hymn to Greece. 
frauding deputies in the Panama Canal affair Panama Cana(i)lle. 


(AFTER BEN WILLIAM JONSON WATSON.) 


Litre land so poor and weak, 
“FUN” LYRICS. (No. 68.) ‘Spite of memories of yore 
Tew | As you ought to be—be meek, 
EKurope’s peace disturb no more. 
’Tis the bigger fellows’ work 
To o’erwhelm the warlike Turk. 


Let us rest awhile, and call a pause 
From glitt’ring pleasure’s giddy rush ; 
In pallid contemplation muse, 
For life is not one rosy flush ; 
Let us wander from the crowd 
In quiet paths far from the crush. 


Though the fire may be your “ prog,”’ 
O, bethink thee of the doom 
Which o’ertook a certain frog 
Who as any ox would loom. 
Pause—remember froggie’s fate— 
Ere you find it be too late. 


No hysterics on the part 
Of a mad, well-meaning crew 
Take unto your midget heart 
Lest a hasty step you rue— 
Lest you make a night of day 
And your kingdom pass away. 


At gaudy banquets linger not, 

With bread and salt our needs fulfil, 
In humble penitence and calm, 

Forgetting all the world’s wild thrill ; 
From haunts of men we’ll sit apart, 

In shady nook, serene and still. 


We'll rest awhile, with Nature, and 
We'll dream again of holy joys, 

We'll rest the weary brain and heart— 
Away from all the city’s noise, 

And thus regain a quiet content, — 
Bring back a simple equipoise. 
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Powerfully Persuasive. 
Mike.—“ Did ye succeed in persuading the Orangemen ye were 
argyfying wid last night, Pat?” 


Pat.—“ Yes, sure; but, begor, 1 knocked arl the skin off me 
knuckles afore I did it!" 


So call a halt from clam’rous calls 
Of Mammon and of Pleasure’s wand, 

And give our thoughts to higher things— 
To Duty, faithful friend and fond, 

We’ll soar above the earthly dross 
And dream and muse of things beyond. 
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6d. and 18. Samples of Bread and Biscuits sent on receipt of Stamps. 


Hovis Bread, Biscuits, and Flour can be obtained from all leading Bakers and Grocers in the British Isles, Should any diffioult 
be experienced in obtaining “HOVIS,” or if what le suppiled be unsgtisfactory, please write, and, In the latter case, enclosing sample 
(the cost of which will be defrayed) to 8. FITTON & 80N, Millers,“Macclesfield. 
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[Missing Word Competition. 


FIVE POUNDS IN MONEY PRIZES! 
WHAT YOU HAVE GOT TO ODO. 


——-epeopeapriptaotietiptepteptiotiptiotiotigtotiete egy — 








Fill in the word omitted from each of the undermentioned sentences. 


Ten successful Competitors will each be awarded Ten Shillings. 








1. One side represented the countenance of a man ' 


2. In this plan all the 
be remedied. 


of the old capital were to 








8. This was a trivial specimen of 


4. In a few days the happy couple, for whom the joy bells 
had rung out so , Separated. 








5. We choose one at last -— 


6. As we sailed up the creek we were struck with its beauty 
and 








The words must be filled in on this page, which (postage prepaid) should be addressed to, 
and must reach the, . 


EDITOR OF “FUN,” 


23, BOUVERIE STREET, : EC. 
not later than the 29th April instant. 
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